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	1. Chapter 1

Ch. 1

Hi, again! This is a new story that contains religious themes. More at the bottom!

* * *

><p>Bethany hadn't always been a Guardian. When she first came into existence, she had watched over the wildlife, changed the seasons. Her world was their world—the ones that He created in His image.<p>

One day, she had been called home and given a new assignment. She mourned the loss of the wilderness only briefly. Being appointed a Guardian was an honor, one that she did not take lightly.

Her charge was a young man, sixteen on the nose, to be exact. It was his birthday when she was put in charge of his care. The elder who assigned her gave no explanation why the previous Guardian had asked to be reassigned, but she found out that he had become a Hunter.

His job was now on Earth, putting demons back through the gates of Hell from which they escaped. Well, not so much "escaped" as Lucifer let them slip out to cause trouble occasionally. Hunting was for the Guardians that had seen too much harshness in the human world, and it wasn't too long before she saw the bitter injustice herself.

She felt her charge's anger and pain like a knife twisting in her chest. His tears hot stinging behind tightly closed eyes as his father brought down a leather belt again and again.

There was only so much a Guardian could do.

She tried desperately to send him running, and sometimes she managed to hide him in the woods, almost like a veil had fallen over him. She found herself falling to her knees, willing the young man to leave, filling his head with the urge to run and never look back.

The problem, and it was such a problem, was his free will. His creator had given him choice and his own judgment. Guardians were a conscience or a gut feeling to their charge, and he never listened to her.

She spent every day, pressed up against the barrier between her world and his, watching his actions, his mistakes, his tears, his regrets. She watched in silence as he slipped down a terrible path and her voice stopped being so loud in his mind.

Other Guardians looked on her with pity, but she wouldn't acknowledge them.

There was still hope in this man before her now. Years had past, and his heart had hardened to her words and pleading feelings, but she still believed in him. Still saw the light that lay at the center of his heart.

Yes, she would not lose Daryl Dixon. She would fight for him, and eventually, she'd get through. Somewhere in the last twenty years, she had begun to feel something much deeper than protectiveness toward him—something that she shouldn't be able to feel at all, and one thing was certain, she would never let him fall into Hell.

* * *

><p>It was an unremarkable day when the world ended.<p>

A simple death that her kind paid no attention to, but when the man didn't ascend to the Gates of Heaven or descend to the Gates of Hell, everyone paused and watched. The Guardians crowded around the one who was called to protect him, but he was just as confused.

He felt his calling was over but hadn't been given a new one.

As the man's eyes reopened some time later, a connection severed all the Guardians from their humans. She watched in horror as the man, neither living nor dead, rose from the table and attacked the doctors working beside a counter.

Everything happened so quickly after that.

The Hunters were popped back home without a second thought. Lucifer pulled back every single demon that walked the Earth and sealed the Gates of Hell and the portal that lead up through the dirt into the human world.

The humans had finally done something that stopped everything, and in that moment, God and Lucifer struck an agreement. A ceasefire, if you will.

She peered through the barrier at Daryl. She watched him as he was scared and confused, but couldn't help him. Couldn't feel his emotions or thoughts. Guardians fell helpless as their charges were eaten alive or turned into monsters.

God didn't have to speak to them to let them know. It was an instant connection that reached all angels at once.

_Their decisions have brought on something entirely too great to ignore or solve for them. They've brought the plague upon themselves. _

Her hand lay against the shimmering, clear wall that separated them, and she closed her eyes.

He said that there was nothing to be done, but she knew she had to try.

* * *

><p>AN: Okay, so this story is pretty different. It does contain religious themes, but I'm trying very hard to not make it preachy because that's not what it's about. It's about Beth coming to terms with the nature of the world her Father created, and Daryl understanding that there's more to the world than he sees.

I really hope you give it a shot! I got the idea while listening to "Saturn" by Sleeping At Last, though the title comes from Uneven Odds by Sleeping at Last.


	2. Chapter 2

Ch. 2

Here we go again!

Thank you all so much for reviewing and your support!

* * *

><p>Gaining an audience with the Father wasn't an easy task, especially after the dead had risen.<p>

He had taken away the Guardians powers and brought back the Hunters. The Gates of Heaven and Hell were sealed, so when one of the undead was killed, the soul still didn't find peace or damnation. He answered prayers, though. She could feel him as he brought grace and mercy on his people on Earth.

Bethany moved quickly, her robes seeming to float around her feet, as she took the golden steps up to the tall, carved doors. The Arch Angels had been told she was coming because they waited for her, blocking the entrance.

"Please, I only want to help," she pleaded, her eyes locking on the beam of light that cut between the doors.

"He knows your desires," Michael said. She had never been so close to his intimidating presence. His wings were massive and shadowed her. "There is nothing to be done."

She took a steadying breath, finally ready to show her willingness to fight, her new desire to question. "If I could speak to his heart, I could guide him. If any of the Guardians could do their job, they would help His people. Why are we left helpless? Why are they?"

"Those that call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved." His words were emotionless.

She had to remind herself that this angel fought for the defense of Heaven long before she had been created. Everything was old hat to him. She shook her head anyway. "I can't accept that."

"It's not your place to decide to accept it. It simply _is_."

Her hands were clenched into fists, and the same anger that burned inside Daryl seemed to burn inside her, too. Before she could say anything further and cause trouble, Bethany turned to walk away, the shining streets and perfect sky all around her. "There is always a way," she muttered under her breath.

His voice echoed as she moved further from him. "Don't do anything you'll come to regret, Guardian."

How could she regret it, she thought as she arrived back at her watching post.

Daryl and his brother had found a group of survivors outside a big city. They were up high in the mountains, so they felt safe, but she knew what lay ahead. All Guardians could still see a little into the future. It was unbearable for them.

Soon their camp would be overrun and many would be killed. Daryl would live to see another day, though. Once she was back at her post, Daryl's brother's Guardian stood next to her and she asked, "Will his brother live through the attack?"

The Guardian looked at her with a brow raised. "Merle won't make it back to the camp. He will be facing his own troubles on a rooftop in the city. He'll cut off his hand but survive."

She squeezed her eyes shut as she grew more frustrated. "They'll be separated then?"

The Guardian peered hard, as if he were trying to look past the short time frame they were allowed. "I don't see anything beyond him getting out of the city, but I have a feeling that they'll not be together after that."

She turned and faced the barrier again. Daryl was going to go hunting. The group he was with needed meat, and the woods were his home like they had been hers once upon a time.

He slapped his brother's shoulder and told him to be safe. Merle shrugged him off and told him to make sure and bag some squirrels.

"I cannot sit by and watch him die," she whispered.

Merle's Guardian sighed. "What can you do? Defy our Father?"

Bethany paced, keeping an eye on Daryl's path as he trailed through the woods. "This isn't right. Daryl didn't do any of this. The people he is with are innocent, too. Why must they all be punished?"

A glow filled the space and they both turned, hitting their knees before the sight of God.

"I know your pain and your wishes." With a passing glance at Daryl, he looked back to her. "You cannot mean to trade your Grace?"

This was absolutely unheard of, but over the last few weeks, many things had come to pass that were outside her previous realm of experience.

"I don't know," she answered. It was the first time she truly admitted to herself what she had been longing for and thinking about.

"If you fall, you will be mortal. Your ties to him will cease. You will not see into his future or be able to sway his emotions."

"Father, I haven't been able to do that for some time. Perhaps, if I were closer to him, I could lead him."

"Or he could pass you aside." Her Father's voice was soothing and slowed her down. "The Gates are still closed. If you die down there, you will have to wait until this is settled."

"Why are the Gates closed?" she whispered. "Why not let those souls find peace, Father?"

He seemed to think over what she had said before speaking again. "I will think on it as you will think on your choice as well."

None of the angels moved as their Father simply disappeared as easily as he had came.

"What are you planning?" Merle's Guardian asked quietly from where he still kneeled.

"I don't know," she answered and turned back to the viewing window. In truth, she knew exactly what she was going to do. She knew what she was willing to give up. The ache in her chest at the thought of his suffering went beyond what a Guardian should feel for their charge.

Her Father always had a plan, and he knew before he materialized in her front of her what her choice would be.

Her hand lay on the barrier as Daryl walked through the thick underbrush of the forest. It popped a little against her hand with each bit of pressure she used against it. Her hand sank into it, and she never questioned proceeding forward.

The viewing window gave way as her forearm breeched its iridescent surface, causing cascades of light to shine around her.

"What are you doing?" A voice called from her left.

She didn't turn to look; instead, she closed her eyes and pushed forward the rest of the way.


End file.
